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CHAPTER II.
The Course of True Love.

ELL. If you're ready, myw dear, here goes," Mr. Mar-
tin began briskly to his ste-

nographer, Mary Grayson.

(aid Miss Grayson quietly. Interrupt-- j

Ing his reverie.
Miss Mary Grayson was aa pretty

as her name. Her big round eyes, that
were too full of merry shrewdness to
be merely doll-lik- her dazzling teeth.
her clear and rosy skin, her well bred
figure and u I tractive way of dressing, j

madb up a whole that o.l Martin never
saw. without some inward breathing
of contentment. Old MarLiu looked up

To John Clark, Esq., Soap Works, New
York, N. Y.:
Dear Sir Confirming our conversation

of even date I send you a line to record
the bet made this morning between us
in re our sons, Ellery Clark and P.odney
Martin respectively namely, that If my
boy, by his own unaided efforts, Isn't
making more money at the end of a year
trom Nov. 1 next than your boy makes,
I pay you thirty thousand dollars ($30,-00- 0)

in cash; and If he is, then you pay
that sum to me; the books of their several
business concerns, duly audited, to be the
deciding factor. Yours very truly,
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W y l& From the Suessful Play by fMBf Ro Cooper Megrue and Walter Hackett &W

6t her now with a sigh.
"Well, how are you today, Mistress

Mary?" he said aloud.
"Very well indeed, thank you, Mr.

Martin. I'm always well," said Miss
Grayson. "Have you any letters for
me today?"

They had got Into the way for the
last six weeks or so of having her
come up to the house occasionally
when Mr. Martin did not feel equal to
going to the office.

"Yes, a few. But there's no hurry,"
he answered presently.

"Oh, by the way, Miss Grayson," he
went on, "Johnson tells me you were
here when that countess called this aft-
ernoon. What did you make of her?"

"Nothing, I'm sorry to say, Mr. Mar-
tin," replied Mary, laughing, "It was
really too funny. I feel, as Johnson
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PROLOGUE. shoulders, and a good thing for the de-
positors too. There was even Will J.
Kobinsoii, Jr., of the Tine Hill Dye
Works comijany, who had brought In
orders that set the concern on its feet,
there was good reason to believe, in
just the nick of time. Compare all
these and n good few others with his
own young hopeful, and which name
got the best of it?

The boy was attractive, too; his father
had always liked him. Perhaps that
was one of the chief troubles. Even as
n liftl, .......... An...

Did you ever hear of a success-
ful combination of love and busi-

ness? Probably not. Well, here
is the opportunity to learn just
how it can be done. The greatest
force in modern commercial life
has undoubtedly been shown to be
effective advertising, and in this
interesting narrative you will see
how this fact comes into oper

gan turning over the leaves rapidly, ob-

serving:
"You know, Johnson, it's easier to

, l'ead French than to speak It."
"So I understand, sir," returned the

butler.
"Deauelair, Beauvllle oh, here she

Is, Beaurien. No, she is not. A fake,
Johnson, Just as I supposed. The
Countess de B.eaurien is seventy years
old, and at her death the title be-
comes extinct. Was the lady this aft-
ernoon as old as seventy, Johnson?"

"Oh, no, sir. Not at all, sir."
"Are. you sure she asked for me and

ation, Based on one of the most erg or had hntefu, nte QWn
popular plays of the year, this winning and uoncomhatlve disposition

? 1 If &t& ft A 4story will be read with interest by
the business man, the ambitious
youth and the trustful young girl
who looks at life with more or
less of perplexity. It is a story
that reveals how the spirit of
hope overcomes the deepest de-

spair, even when the outlook is
most disheartening. It combines

"Got that?" he added, darting a keen
glnnce at Mary beneath his thick eye-
brows.

"Yes, Mr. Martin," said that young
lady in a voice which she was evident-
ly trying to make as colorless as pos-
sible..

"Well, what do you think of it?" de-

manded Mr. Marfin, breaking a short
pause.

"I think Mr. Rodney has more brains
than 'you give him credit for," said
Mary impnlslvely.

"Oh, you do, do you?'
"Yes, sir, I do. But isn't $30,000 a

good deal f money to lose on a bet?
Somebedy always loses, you know.
And Mr. Rmdney has never, had any
business experience to speak of. You
wouldn't auve him in your own works,
you know."

"Of course I wouldn't. I didn't want
Rod posing there as the boss son, In-

terfering with the good discipline of
the establishment. Besides, I didn't
want them nil down Jhere to see what
a nincompoop he was in business. I've
got more pride, than that."

. "Aren't you a little hard on Rodney.
Mr. Martin?" asked Mary gently.

"Are yon a little sweet oif Rodney,
Miss Mary?"- - retorted the soap king
gruffly.

She had her head bent over her
work, and he couldn't see her features
during this colloquy. lie would have
to carry the plummet line a little
deeper.

"Because if you are," he went on,
"I warn you, you'll have to marry him
for love. He'll get no money from me
unless he makes good. I shall make a
will leaving him only an annuity, the
principal to go to charity when he has
idled himself into his grave, and I'll
see to It that the annuity isn't quite
enough for two, let me tell you, let
alone a family of kids'. I don't pro-

pose to have him or a lot of worthless
grandbrats making ducks and drakes
of my money when I'm gone."

"I see," said Miss Grayson. "Ol
course it's none of my business. Any-
thing else, sir?"

A motor bus screeching along out-
side came to a full stop nt the comer.
Mr. Martin, who had begun to pace

not Mr. Rodney?"
"Quite sure, sir. Miss Grayson was

here, sir, and can tell you. We had a
time of it."

"Some lady going Into business to do
America or the Americans," was Mr.
Martin's inward comment. "Anybody
else?" he added aloud.

"Yes, sir," said Johnson; "Mrs. Chey-semor- e.

She left the blank for the Y.
M. CA. subscription."

"I hope you remember that I'm al-

ways out for hpr, Johnson."
Mr. Martin thought it really a little

shameful how many times this pious
lady came to see him.

"And who else? Give me that tray."

had been the chief means, no doubt of
warding oil the disciplines of life. He
was amiable and good looking in an un-
obtrusive way, and everybody liked
him.. To look at him impartially you
would not have thought he lacked char-
acter, unless you yielded too much to
your prejudice Kgainst a slight lisp and
an otherwise somewhat finicky way of
talking. He did not run into debt now,
nor overdraw his allowance, or at any
rate not very much; he had never done
so much, and in college he had got
fairly good marks, as nearly as his
father could make out, and had won his
degree of A. B. without too obvious dif
ficulty. Didn't the precious sheepskin

4he practical with the sentimental
affairs of business and home life
and at the same time running
through it is a vein of humor ir-

resistible in its appeal. The
characters are true to life, and
the net result of their activities
is that you should never acknowl-
edge defeat while you have a
breath to breathe.

Mr. Martin took the salver and peeredhang framed the wall of hison room, beneath the rims of his glasses at thesurrounded by a veritable picture gal- - wta of Da8teboarL "AmhrnS Pnio"

Estate of Amandus L. Goddard
OOMMIBSIONKKB' NOTICE.

The undersigned, having been appointed by
the Honorable Probate Court for the District of
Lamoille, Commissioners, to receive, examine,
and adjust all claims and demands of all per-
sons against the estate of Amandus L. Goddard .
late 01 Hyde Park, In said dist. deceased, aud all
claims exhibited in offset thereto, hereby give
notice that we will meet for the purposes afore-
said at the Store of strong & Goddard in the
Village ol Hyde Park, in said District, on Che
13th uay of November and the 18tb day of April
neit, from 10 o'clock a. m. until 4 o'clock p. m.,
on each ol slid days, and that six months from
the 18th dat of October A. D. 115. is the time
limited by sal Court for said creditors to pre-
sent their claims to us lor examination and
JjllO WfttlCO

Dated at Hyde Park, this 19th day of October,
A. I). 1915. WALTEK D. STRONG,

FRANK. H. STRONG,
3 Commissioners.

lery of college glee clubs and elevens
and nines? Cyrus Martin had been
credibly informed that you could not
actually graduate from Harvard or Yale
or rriuceton without some portion of
mentality. Where did it show itself In
Rodney? As a boy he had had his
flashes of cleverness and wit; what
propensity had been revealed In them?
Ransacking his memories, old Martin
could not remember what they were;
had they been merely the subjective
readings of fond parents minds? Why
was Rodney so different from old

"It was really too funny.

said, that my education has been neg-

lected. 'I regret that I was not better
educated, ma'am,' he said to me."

Mary went on in imitation of John-sou'- s

inimitable manner. " 'Nothing
like this has ever happened to me be
fore, miss, but I can't make her com-

prehend anything I say. She just sits

and waits.' "

"What was she like?" demanded Mr.

Martin, laughing too.
"Well, she was really rather fascinat

lng," Mary began, taking her cue froa
this encouragement. "And stunning
too. The French always are, don't you

think? And she had on a duck of n

dress. She walked straight in and

CHAPTER I.

A Rich rflan'e Son,
CYRUS MARTIN, the soap

OLD sat in his library in no
contented frame of mind.

There was u thorn in his flesh,
and he began to feel it mow and more.
It was not au agreeable sensation, a
thorn tii the lU'sl). fiu- - a nann Wins?

whose cuticle was not accustomed to it. clark's U0J' Ellery?

he read, "press representative 'Belle of
of Broadway company."

"Now who was that, Johnson?"
"He was calling on Mr. Rodney, sir,"

said Johnson. "He's been here several
times, but never left his card before."

A 'press agent from a Broadway
show after Rodney? The young man's
father groaned inwardly. "Oh, Lord,"he
thought, "what next?" Visions of breach
of promise, of blackbird dinners, or
even elopements, flashed through his
mind. This settled it Rodney simply
must be anchored somehow.

"Is Mr. Rodney in, Johnson?" was
the next Inquiry.

"No, sir. Not now, sir."
"Do you(know where he is now?"
"From 1 to 2 he was at a downtown

restaurant at luneh, sir. From 2:30 to 3
he was at the horse auction company
looking at a new hunter, sir. From 4
to 5 he's at the Municipal club, sir."
, "Good heavens, Johnson, how do you
know alt that?" exclaimed Mr. Martin.

"Because he left the telephone num-
bers, sir, and I was to let him know If
Miss Grayson came in, sir."

"And has she been here. Miss

Well, perhaps Clark was a good deal
of a bluffer in this Instance. Martin
must call the bluff and win out some- -

.Trains Leave the following sta-
tions daily except Sunday.

In Effect September 12, 1915
No. 7a No. 26 No. 36

Cambridge Jet 5:10 a.m. 9:23a.m. 7:10p.m.
effersooville 5:15 9:21 7.14

Cambridge 5:28 9:30 7:20

the room as he talked, forgetting hia
convenient or inconvenient gout, lin-

gered at the window and saw two
women alight and stand talking. In-

definitely on the sidewalk. In one of

looked straight ut me and beg;
jabber like a streak of lightning. Th(

the window panes where the curtains
darkened it and made a mirror he
could see Mary's pretty head droop
ing a little, giving her body a sudden
ly pensive air as she gazed abstract-
edly into the dying fire. He turned

how in the matter of this bet, or his
life would not be worth living.

Ble rang the bell sharply for Johnson,
his butler, prepared to have a pretty
sharp twinge of gout If the summons
was not promptly answered?

"Any one call this afternoon, John-
son?" he atiked, when that silent footed
dignitary appeared.

Johnson took a silver tray from the
table near the hall door and glanced
downward at it stiflly.

"The Countess de Beaurien," he said
Impassively.

"Who's she?" asked Mr. Martin.
"I don't know, sir. She couldn't

Ipeak a word of anything but French.

and spoke again and was pleased to

Connections are to be made at
Essex Junction as follows: No 72
with the Mail Train for all New
England Points; No 26 with the
New England States Limited Ex-

press for New England Points and
with Local Passenger for Montreal'
No. 36 with the night Express for
all New England Points.

French fairly flew out of her mouth
I told her It was impossible for her tc
see Mr. Martin that ho was confined
to the house by a severe attack of gout,
and couldn't she leave her message?"

"And did she?"
"Well, her message sounded some

thing like this: 'Jedeslrepurleramon-sieurmartinaproposdesAFFAIRES- .

Je
suisrichem alsonpeuttoujoursetreplus-kiche-

Sljepouvnisobtenirleagencedus-avonmartinpourlafrancecaseraiunebelI-

AFFAIRE. Jedonneraieinquautemille
francspour cetteAGGENCE.

Mr. Martin's mouth fell open witli
amused astonishment during this ti-

rade. He had once met a vounc wo.

see that she started involuntarily.
"Would you mind ringing for John

son, my dear?" he asked, more pleas
ontlv

(To Be Continued.)

Opening Volcanoes With Canee.
Sailing across the bay of Naples, LAST EXCURSION of the

past the spot wheue the notable city
t tha nrtafionf flnv ta Bitnnfori nur

man uu co. m mane a noe fine Sara .,.aveicra canle to PuteolL or PoauolL

Season to NEW YORK
Via the Central Vermont Railway,

New London and Steamer,

Tuesday, Nov. 16, 1915
Only $7.00 for the Round Trip.
Tickets will be sold for and good

nciuuuiuv Miuiuui kiiuwuj more tuau
half a dozen words of French. Bui
Mary Grayson beat her.

"Well, well," laughed Mr. Martin,
"it's a wouderful language, French."

is it Is now called, at present a nt

suburb of Naples.
This miserable and dirty town of

lome 10,000 inhabitants, ns it now Is,
Is connected by trolley and steam rail-

way with Naples and is often visited

"les, sir; she's been here since 4
o'clock, sir, doing some typing. She's
still waiting for you."

"Why the devil didn't you say so,
then?"

"I was coming to it presently, sir."
"Tell her to come In, Mien, to the

library. And, Johnson, don't you bother
to ring up and tell Mr. Rodney any-
thing, do you understand?"

"Yes, sir. Nothing, sir."
It was really faithless of Johnson,

the soap king thought, to betray Rod-
ney's well laid plans, but Rodney's fa-

ther had plans of his own In frustrat-
ing them. Let that silly ass Johnson
think what he had a mind to. He
didn't want Mary Grayson for himself,
and he didn't care if she was poor.
She came of good stock he had known
her mother and there could be many
a worse fate for Rodney than being
caught In her net He was not sure.
In point of fact. If the girl wasn't

isn t it, said Mary. "So finally we
going o tne train leaving Camtried signs and pantomime. I made a by the modern tourist who wishes towild, sweeping gesture at her to show the remains of the ancient temples
bridge Jet. 9.20 a. m., Cambridgejiff m

Iff. i f &A-- I
9.30 a. m., Underbill 7.57 a. mthat you were out She rattled on

jee
ind amphitheater and the mighty Essex Jet. 10.35 a. m, Arrive Newworse than before. Then pretended

Jnhnsnn , nr. ,J 1. , mole, which still tell of the ancient York 7.30 the lollowing morning.vwu.,uvu ., uo j i. , .1 . . .1. nil, uiiu I
shoved him out of the door and shriek RETURNING Tickets will be

jlories of ruteoll.
Near by, too, is the volcanic field of

Bolfatara, not a mountain, but a fiat
plain, the crater of a 4ow volcano, into

good to leave New York up to anded 'out." Sometimes if you talk loud
enough it seems ns if they might un- - including Tuesday, Nov. 23, 1915,aerstand you, but this one didn't And and to arrive back at starting pointone can thrust his cane In manythen andln;blcUshe began to act at Johnson

by continuous passage.me too. She evidently wanted to know s"u" 8U'""e "u
when ' rapor issuing from the hole as hewith- -you'd be back, whorp.mon 1 Pnn Staterooms on the steamer from

He traced it more or less vaguely to
his meeting that morning wifh his old
friend and rival in the soap business,
John Clark. They ha-- fallen in with
eacii other, as often hammed, at the
Directors' club about lunch time and
had one of their half friendly, half hos-
tile chats together. Aud to, make a
long story short, Martin had bet Clark
f.'XX that his sen, Itedoey Martin,
would be malting more money in a
year's time than Clark's son Ellery. As
neither boy had ever made a penny in
his life, unless betting on a football
game or winning a Jackpot could be
called making money, there was a fair-
ly sporty flavor to the bargain.

The bits of business lore and anec-
dotes of sagacity and triide that Clark
represented as coming tmm the preco-
cious lips of the marvelous Ellery had
ilnally goaded old Maiin into fury.
He at least knew that Rodney was a
tdneomiwop in business, if he was his
on; he had no illusions about that.

But the comparisons had reached a
point finally beyond which be would
rat let thorn proceed unchallciifled, and
o ha had made his ridiculous wager

and must abide by it. The prospect of
turning over $30,000 "to John Clark In a
year's time and admitting Rodney's In-

competence to boot was devilish.
What was the matter with rich

men's sons anyway? thought Cyrus
Martin. Rodney's father had not spoil-
ed him, his father's conscience was
clear on that point, at least. Perhaps
he had not spoiled him enough, his
mother used to think so. Terhaps his
mother, had she lived, with that nerv-
ous way she had of prodding people
on, would have been of benefit when
mere sternness had failed.

The boy had spent more money In
collepe each year than the sum total
of his father's and mother's expenses
during the first childless years of their
married life; not necessarily on fast
living, his father was reasonably sure
of that, but for luxuries and jrew-jra-

at which young men in the old
days would have turned up their noses.
Rodney's father had not gone to col-
lege himself, though his parents could
have sent him. He was not altogether

self made man. nis own father,
Rodney's grandfather, a country bank-r- r

in Connecticut, had left him the
heritage of a modest fortune and
thrifty habits, and In the soap king's
mind now these seemed more to be
thankful for than half A dozen college
professors and their snap courses. Yet
there was nothing particular the mat-
ter with Rodney's inheritance and en-
vironment, there was Just something
lacking in the boy himself.

Compare Rodney, for instance, with
toung Rufus riodman. son of old Eli-fl- n

Plodm.m of the State Wire and
Iron works. Rufus was one of the
liveliest young men In the business
world, married to a nice wife and with
a family growing np already, nis
name was beginning to le mentioned
more and more. Then there was
Cbauncey P.rinkhtirst, who took the
burden of the Excelsior National bank
almost entirely off old Brinkhnrsfs

there are fewover to thp riock nn.i nnit.to.i vinionH flraws it Trobably New London to New York may be, .V.bU
spreading her nets quietly. The old
man was a shrewd Judge of character;
and there was an Idea taking shape
in the back, of his mind that Mary

to the figure 8. bad upon application to Mr. W. .

Grant, Ticket Agent, New London,
Conn. Price $1 .00 lor inside rooms

"I told Johnson never to let her In
again unless Marie was here to inter-
pret her," said Mary in conclusion.

more dreary or 'disreputable places in
Italy than this modern suburb of Na-

ples. It has not the ragged plctur-squene-ss

which somewhat redeems
:he worst slums of Naples, but is a
iqualid, unwholesome town of the

and $1.50 lor outside rooms.
See flyers for further particulars."Quite right" said Mr. Martin. "By

the way," he added, eying bis pretty
do tou think she iype.-unris- uan neraiu.secretary shrewdly,

was after Rodney?
enough for that?"

Was she young

"Some women are never too old for

Thrice-a-Vee- k Edition
OF THE

Mew York World
that, are they, Mr. Martin?" she 'said
coolly. Buy It Nowlie glanced at her furtively a mo
ment ns she patted back her hair, look
lng pleasantly, at the crackling fire, Don't squander VOUIThere had been a time In those early
days, when she had first come to him, Luxuries canmoney.
to try her hand at a secretaryship,

wait. But buy now thewhen she had reminded him alternate

Grayson might help him earn that $30,-00- 0.

Mary Grayson! Well, what made
young men work? Love, sometimes,
and poverty and necessity. The first
might stir Rodney up. If not the sec-
ond and third. But why not all three?

"She stoops to conquer," he mutter-
ed to himself. To tell the truth he
had heard this phrase all his life with-
out really taking in the meaning of it
Now he had seen the old farce comedy
prettily played not long ago, and the
hackneyed title of it had been ringing
In his ears with rather a new mean-
ing. Rodney might be made to stoop
to be conquered to conquer himself
and his laziness of a rich man's son.
On Mary Grayson's part it was not
really stooping if you considered Rod-
ney's mentality and character, ne ad-
mitted It sourly. If Rodney could find
an Incentive in Mary Grayson, the
stenographer, what did old man Mar-
tin care? ne knew her for a good
girl, as she was a pretty one, and nic-
er in speech and manners than some
of the'widows who made heavy eyes
nt him from the windows of their
limousines. Lots of old fellows, he
thought might feel like making np to
Mary themselves. And why not?
Well, one reason for Cyrus Martin was
that he had known her mother.

Practically a Daily at the Price of a
Weekly. No other Newspaper In the
world gives so mach at so low a prlc

The year 1914 has been the most ex-
traordinary in the history of modern
times. 1 1 has witnessed the outbreak
of the great European war, a straggle
so titanic that it makes all others look
small.

Yon live in momentous times and jtju
should not mis any of the tremendous
events that are occurring. No other
newspaper will inform you with the
promptness and cheapness of the Thrice-a-wee- k

edition of the New York World.
Moreover, a year's subsctiption to it will

necessaries you require.
Dont wait until late in
the spring. You've had
a good year and you can
afford to help others
less fortunate. Put the
money you must spend
into circulation at once.
This winter is the time
to sow a good act. You
will reap your share.

Why Was Rodney So Different From
Old Clark's Boy Ellery?

Marie was off today, sir, and nobody
else could get anything out of her.
She claims she had a letjer of Intro-
duction to you from your Tarls part-
ner, M. Rivard."

"Has Rivard lost his mind?" mutter-
ed Martin. "Was she old or young or
pretty or what?"

"I couldn't say, sir. You can't some-
times always tell with them French
ladies, sir."

"A letter from Rivard?" muttered
Martin. "I don't believe it. He's nev-
er given any one a letter to me with-
out tipping me off. Johnson, hand me
that fat red book in the lower right
hand corner there."

Johnson did so, and Mr. Martin be-

ly of her two parents. It was in loyalty
to one of them that he had given her
a chance. SometimesIn a flash, there
would be a curiously vivid suggestion
of her mother in her something In the
way she raised her head and looked nt
him, a sound in the tone of her voice
as she said good morning. Such mo-
ments, for a long time, gave old Mar-
tin a sharp pan? that he could not re

even In hlsj inmost heart Then
there was that even sharper twinge,
and a curiously less pleasant one, wlwn
she reminded him of r father. He
had been a handsome dog In his day,
Rob Grayson there was no denying
that.

An Mea was taking shape In Mr.
Martin's brain pan; If only he could
pnt It over.

take yoa far into our next Presidential
campaign.

TtUfi THK1UE-A-WEE- WORIiU'S
regular subscription price is only $1.00
per year, and this pays for 156 papers.
We offer this unequalled newspaper and
NEWS AND CITIZEN together for one
year for $2.0(1.

The regular subscription pnoe of the
two pa pen ia (3.25.I

-- urn you want me, air. aiarunr


